CHAPTER XXII
Napoleon Talks with Bourrienne about
Italy, with Josephine about Her Bills
IN the spring after the coronation Bourrienne rode
out to Malmaison. He had been dismissed from his
secretaryship for sundry irregularities of conduct
or disposition; but Josephine, who saw him often, had
written that Napoleon was in one of his forgiving moods,
So now he had ventured to come, was ushered into the
reception salon, and sent up his name.
It was for Josephine that the place had been purchased
some seven years before by Napoleon, but he loved it as
his own. Not that he could afford to idle even here; but
the pyramidal slate roofs, the quiet gray walls, the serene
windows gave him an intense gratification whenever he
rode up the drive. Sometimes, too, he found time to play
with his little nephew step-grandson behind a wind-break
of cypress or by a blue pool; again would look up from
the windfall of documents on his desk to sniff the fragrance
of lilac or gaze on the evergreens' new growth, sage-green
and lemon-yellow, which brightened the darker foliage
as the gold tassels and aiguillettes his grenadiers'
coats.
Bourrienne, however, had no eye for color or scent.
Inwardly he sniffed at each imperial gold bee embroid-
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